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He winced as if my suggestion had been indecent, and
fixed me with a thunder-struck eye.

" This is very sudden," he quavered

I couldn't help laughing.

" It isn't a joke/' he continued. " I shall be killed if I
am caught."

So he was willing !

" You won't get caught : with good horses and a guide
like you we'll be across the Russian frontier in four days.
It is worth a hundred pounds to you, over and above
expenses, and a job for life."

" Hush, I must think it over."

The nights took on a new complexion now, flushed by
the hope of freedom. From our little window I could see
across a courtyard to the crumbling walls of Mosul and
a patch of muddy river : beyond it the mounds of Nineveh
and the tomb of Jonah lay under the starlight; and
beyond them again the rolling downs that led to the
mountains of Kurdistan. My fancy went out to these
uplands as if carried thither by the winged gods of the
Assyrians. If sleep did not come, there were enthralling
adventures to be lived there : adventures of the colour of
dreams, yet tinged with possibility. We had bought
revolvers, our horses were ready, we had bribed our
guard. We rode far and fast, with our wall-eyed accom-
plice as guide. By evening we were in a great forest.

How shall I describe those curious days, stranger than
any others of my captivity ? Their quality is plain to me,
but I despair of conveying it on paper, for there is no peg
of action on which to hang my patchwork of memories*

True, we went to the baths once a fortnight, and passed
German officers in the streets, looking like beings from